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without protest, she followed the Persian through the
mysterious door and looked about her curiously. She
found that she was in a large luxurious study which, she
imagined, must form part of the Maharaja's private
suite. Farid hurried across the study, and led the way
into a much bemirrored room. The sole occupant was
the ruler, who, clad in a white silk shirt and loin cloth,
reclined on a broad divan, occupying an alcove. Dia-
monds blazed in his ears and on his fingers. As the
Prince rose, he dismissed Farid and advanced to greet
Olga, who noticed that he was using a heavy scent new to
her nostrils. The fragrance allayed the irritation she felt
at Farid's intrusion into her room. To perfume, Olga,
like her mother, was very susceptible.
" Olga, my dear, sit down. I want to talk to you
about your musical career." The Maharaja pointed to the
divan and, as there was no chair in the room, Olga had
no alternative other than to seat herself beside the ruler.
The stuffiness of the room and the strong perfume used
by die prince increased the girl's drowsiness, and she had
difficulty in keeping her eyes open.
cc You remind me, my dear, of a beautiful English girl
I used to know," said the Prince. " Her name was
Dorothea and she was fair like you. Had I been able to
marry her as I wished, I should have been a very different
man, and life would have meant far more to me than it
does now." Noting Olga's sleepiness, the Raja did not
pause for her remarks, but continued, " I think we are
very great friends you and I. I'll always be anxious
for your welfare and shall consider it a great privilege to
be the means of your realizing the ambition of your life."
"Thank you very much Your Highness. I'll be
eternally grateful to you," Olga replied.
" Nicely put," returned the other. " Now I wonder
whether you'd do a little thing for me ? "
*c Of course," said Olga, without the remotest inkling
of what was coming.